Narcissa gave him her hand and he stood holding It
loosely, but he was not looking at her. She withdrew
her hand. He looked at her again, then away5 and he
loomed above them           stood rubbing his hand

through his hair.

"1 want a drink/5* he said, "1 can't find the key to
the desk."

"Stop and talk to us a few minutes and you can have
one.'*

He stood for a moment above them, then he moved
abruptly and before Miss Jenny could speak he had
dragged the envelope from another chair.

"Let that alone,, you Indian !*' Miss Jenny exclaimed.
She rose. "Here, take my- chair, if you're too weak to
stand up. I'll be back in a minute," she added to Nar-
tissa; "I'll have to get my keys.5'

He sat laxly in the chair, robbing1 his hand over his
head, his gaze brooding somewhere about his booted
feet. Narcissa sat utterly quiet, shrunk back against
the piano. She spoke at last.

"I am so sorry about your wife . . . John. 1 asked
Miss Jenny to tell you when she . . .**

He sat rubbing his head slowly, In the brooding
violence of his temporary repose.

"You aren't married yourself, are you?95 he asked.
She sat perfectly still. "Ought to try it,** he added.
"Everybody ought to get married once, like everybody
ought to go to one war."

Miss Jenny returned with the keys, and. he got Ms
long abrupt body erect and left them.

"You can go on, now/5 she said. "He won't bother
us again."

"No, I must go." Narcissa rose quickly and took her
hat from the top of the piano.
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